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"But San Francesco must seem so
limited after London," she had wound
up; and the way he had considered it.

der their pale-tinte- d hats, with their
smiling recognitions to Clara, to Flora,
to Ella, smiled with a sharpened in-

terest. It proclaimed that Kerr was
Stop tila fv

now and again of the Jagging Clara or
Harry, she could nevertheless Keep a
sly eye on the stranger's equal prog-
ress. The flash jot jet, and the volu-
ble, substantial shoulders of the lady
so profusely Introducing him, were an
assurance of how that pilgrimage

"Ah, If you think the social game is
the game that counts! ' I had expected
braver things of you. . The game that
counts, my girl," he preached it at her
with his long white hand, "the game
that Is going on out here is the big,
red game of life.' That's the only one
that's worth a guinea; and there's no

a little humorously, uown nu long
nose, made her doubt the interest of outreastranger, and, in a circle which

found itself a little stale for lack of
innovations, a desirable one.

cities to be reckoned in round num-

bers.
"It's all extraordinary," he said.

geUon imp:w the complexion bngktaa
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Buller who was parading him. She their party was Flla'g clamorous se-
lection for the supper; but to Flora

winning or losing, there's no right or
wrong to it, and it doesn't , matter

the more real thing was the atmos He had the attention of the table,
even wondered before Which of the
florid pictures at the far, other end of
the room, as before a shrine, the cere-
mony would take place.

as if ttey sensed behind his words
more even than Judge Buller could

phere of excitement and mystery she
had been moving In all the evening.
She was pursued by the obsession of have told them. Send postal for

V--l 1.She kept her eyes fixed on the something more about to happe- n- And then the superstition about it.

what a man is in it as long as he s a
good one."

"Even if he is a thief?" The ques-
tion was, out of Flora's lips before she
could catch it It was a challenge.
She had meant to confound him; but
he caught It as if it delighted him.

"Well, what would you think?"
He threw it back at her.
What hadn't she thought! How per

ri
At a private view of the Chatworth per-

sonal estate, to be sold at auction, the
Chatworth ring mysteriously disappears.
Harry Cressy, who was present, describes
the ring to his fiancee. Flora Gileey, and
her chaperon, Mrs. Clara Britton, as
Ing like a heathen god, with a beautiful
sapphire set In the head. Flora discov-
ers an unfamiliar mood In Harry, espe-
cially when the ring is discussed.

something imminent though, ofpainting before her, and as . she
moved down from one to another, and 1 la tta of Paxtine.It's rather a pretty tale," said Kerr,

looking at Flora. "You've seen the

"You're quite as extraordinary in your
way as we in ours."

"Oh," she wondered, still vexed with
his inventory, "I had always supposed
us awfully commonplace. What Is our
way, please?" , '

"Ah," he Wd, measuring his long
step to hers as they sauntered a lit-
tle, "for one thing, you're so awfully
good to a fellow. In London" and he
nodded back, as if London were mere-
ly across the room "they're awfully
good to the somebodies. It's the way
you take in the nobodies over here
that is so astonishing the stray
leaves that blow in with your 'trade,'
and can't show any credentials but a

course, nothing would; at least, how
could anything happen here, to them?the voices of the approaching group Seller and more economical

than liquid antiseptics
FOa ALL TOILET USES.

drew nearer, one separated itself from ring a figure of Vishnu bent back-
ward into a circle, with a head of
sapphire ; two yellow stones for the

And by "them," she meant herself
and these people around her so stupid- -the general murmur, so clear, so res-

onantly carried, so clean-clippe- d off talking the eternal repetition ofsistently her fancy had played with
the question of what 'sort of man that the story she had read out that even

ing to Clara, and not one glimmer ofone might be who had so wonderful

the tongue, that It stood out in sylla-

bles on the blur of sound which was
Ella Buller's conversation. It had
color, that voice; it had a quality so
sharp, so individual that it touched

cheeks and the brain of him of the
one blue. Just as a piece of carving
it Is so fine that Cellini couldn't have
equaled it, but no one knows when or
where it was made. The first that is
known, the Shah Jehan had it in his

CHAPTER II. Continued.

The picture gallery was new, an ad-

dition; and the plain, narrow, unex-
pected door In this place, where all
was high, arched, elaborate and flour-

ished, was like a loophole through

light! She wondered if her obsessionly put his hand under a glass case and
wag all her own or did it reach to
one of them? Certainly not Ella; not

drawn out the Chatworth ring.
"Qh," she laughed dubiously, "I sup Give one a sweet breath ; clean, white,

her with a mischievous wonder that letter or two, and their faces; and
those" his diablerie danced out again

"sometimes such deucedly damaged
treasure house. The story Is he stolepose he is a good one as long as he Judge Buller, settled into his collar,

choosing champagnes. Clara? She
had to skip Clara. One never knew

Isn't caught."which to slip into a (oreign atmos-
phere. This atmosphere was resinous

it, but, however that may be, he gave
it as a betrothal' gift to his wife

(Term-fre-e teeth antuepucaJly clean
mouth and throat purifies the breath
after smoking dispels all disagreeable
perspiration and body odors much ap-
preciated by dainty women. A quick

ones."
of fresh wood; the light was thick It was almost indecent, this parade possibly the most beautiful" his eyewhether Clara had not more behind

her smooth prettiness than ever she

"What!" His face disowned her.
"You think he's a renegade, do you?
A chap in perpetual flight, taking
things because he has to, more or less

of his nonentity! She wanted to say: brows signaled to Flora his uncerwith drifting . motes; the carpets
harshly new, slipping beneath the feet remedy for sora ayes and catarrn.

he dared speak so differently from all
the world about him. Then, six pic-

tures away, she heard her own name.
vWhy, Flora Gilsey!" It was Ella's

husky, boyish note. "I've been look-
ing for you all the evening! How
d'y'do, Harry?" She waved her hand
at him. "Why, how d'y'do, Mrs. Brit-

ton? I wouldn't let papa go to sup

brought to light? Kerr? Perhaps.Oh, hush! Those are the things one
on the too polished floor; the bare --y A little Putins powder

T iyj solved is elus of hot YtXaWith him she felt potentialitiesonly enjoys never talks about." But pursued by the law? Bah! Its a
makes a delightful antiseptic sobones of the place yet scarcely cov-

ered. But Its quiet was after all com'
guild as old, and a deal more honorinstead, somewhere up at the top of

her voice, she said: "Oh, we always
enormous. Harry? Never. Harry
was being appealed to by all the wom-

en who could get at him as to his partable, than the beggar's. Your goodparatlve. There were plenty of people
lution, poweuing extraordinary
cleaning, germicidal and heal-ui- b

nower. and absolutely harm
lock up our silver!" thief is born to it It's his caste. It'

tainty of that fact "without doubt
the best-love- d woman in the world.
When she died it was buried with her

not in the tomb itself, but in the
Taj Mahal; and for a century or so It
lay there and gathered legends about
it as thick as dust It was believed
to be a talisman of good fortune es-

pecially In love.
"It had age; it had intrinsic value;

lingering in groups In the center of per until I'd. found you. 'Papa, I said, in the affair what had been his sen"But even then, he quizzed her, "I
the gallery, which was dusky, eclipsed I 'wait; Flora and Harry will be here.' in his blood. It isn't money that he

wants. If he had a million he'd bewonder how you dare to do it?" lest. Try a Sample. 50c a
large bos at druggiftt or by mail

sations and emotions? But Flora
knew perfectly well he had had none."Perhaps we have to, because we

THE PAXTON TOILET CO., BoSTOM, Mass.
by the great reflectors that circled 1 Besides," she had quite reached
Jhe room, throwing out the pictures in I Flora's, side by this time and commu-- a

bright band of color around the nlcated it in an impressive whisper, "I

the same. And it Isn't a mania eith-
er. It's a profession." The English He was only oppressed by the atten

nsBBnaansnBasBBBssaaaBBasnBaBBBasaanaa'tion his fame in the matter, and the
ourselves are all" ("without any
credentials but those you mention,")
she had been about to say but therewalls. People leaning from this bor man leaned back and smiled at her

over the elegance of his long, joined central position of their table, broughtwant you to meet my Englishman. it had beauty, and that one other
She looked over her shoulder, and him. Protesting, he made his part as quality no man can resist it was thefinger-tips- .

small as possible.largely beckoned to where the blunt
she caught herself on the very edge of
giving herself and all the rest of them
away to him; "all so awfully bored,"

only thing of Its kind In the world.She looked at him with a delighted
and florid Bulier and his companion, Oh, confound it, if I can't get at At pll events, It was too much for old

Neville Crew, when he saw it therewith their backs to what they were my oysters!" he complained, leaning
supposed to be looking at, wire ex-

alarm, with an increasing elation; but
whether these arose from his lawless
declarations and the singular way
they kept setting before her more

she mischievously ended with the
daintiest, faintest possible yawn be-

hind her spread fan.
back into his group again with a
sigh.changing an anecdote of infinite

You divide the honors with theamusement Ho looked as if she had taken him

some couple of hundred years ago.
When he left India the ring went
with him. He never told how he got
it, but lucky marriages came with it,
and the Crews would not take the

vividly moment by moment the pos
by surprise; then laughed out. "Oh, mysterious unknown, eh?" Kerr in-

quired across the table.sible character of the present keeper
mil niii

der of light back Into the dusk to
murmur together, vanished and reap-
peared with such fascinating abrupt-
ness that Flora caught herself guess-
ing what ' sort of face, where this
nearest group stood just on the edge
of shadow, would pop out of the dark
next

She was ready for something ex-

traordinary, but now, when it came,
she was taken aback by it. It gave
her a start, that toss of black hair,
that long, irregular, pale face whose
scintillant, sardonic smile was merci-
lessly upon the poor. Inadequate pictu-

re-face fronting him. His stoop
above the rail was so abrupt that his
long, lean back was almost horizontal,

PARKER'Sof the Chatworth ring, or whether itthat is the way they don't do here," he
provoked her. "You mustn't, when

Buller's expression came around
slowly to his daughter's beckoning
hand, but the Englishman's face
seemed to flash at the instant from

Hang it, there's no division! Id HAIR BALSAM
CleawM and beurtiflei U hair.
Pramnta lnxuriant rrowta.

offer you a share!" Harry laughed.was just the sight of Kerr himself as
he gat there that stirred her, sheI'm not expecting it."

Never Faila to Bettor GrayThen what are you expecting?" shewhat be was enjoying to what was and it occurred to Flora how much
Kerr could have made of It.didn't try to distinguish.

house of lords for It. Their women
have worn it ever since."

For a moment the wonder of the
tale and the curious spark of excite-
ment It had produced in the teller
kept the listeners silent. Clara was

H.UT TO Hi XOUEBJUl .oioie
Cure tnitp difttiei k hair ialllu.

SOc, and 1.M at DnngHUexpected of him. In the flourish of in inquired a little coolly. "But suppose he was your own "Purdie'd lifte to share something,"
thief," she urged; "took your owntroductions, across and across, Flora

found herself thinking the reality less Bulier vouchsafed. "He's been paw
things, I mean," she hastily amended, "SSaSiSl Thompson's Eyi Wattring the air ever since Crew cabled,extraordinary than she had at first and suppose he turned out to be and this has blown him up

supposed. Now that Mr. Kerr was some one you knew and liked " She
hesitated. She had come at last to what Crew?" Flora wondered. Hereyet even thus there was something
she really wanted to say. She had

fairly before her, presented to her,
and taking her in with the same lively,
Impersonal interest ' with which he
took in the whole room, "as if," she

was something more happening. Crew?elegant in the swing of him in the

was the first to return to facts. "Then
Bessie " she prompted eagerly.

Kerr turned his glass in meditative
fingers. "She wore it as young Chat-worth- 's

wife." He held them all in
an increasing tension, as if he drew
them toward him.

"The elder Chatworth, Lord Crew,
is a bachelor, but, of course, the ring

brought out a question that had been She had not heard that name before.careless twist of his head, around, to
:Hpoak to the woman behind him. The teasing her fancy at intervals all the It made a stir among them all; but

hile he had been talking, and he hadput it vexedly to herself, "I were a
specimen poked at him on the end oflight above struck blind on the glass

not even heard it. He wasn't even lookIn one eye, but the other danced with

"Well," he deliberated, "not expect-
ing you to get me ready for a sweet,
and then pop in a pickle; and present-
ly expecting, hoping, anxiously antici-
pating, what you really care to say."

He was expecting, she looked mali-
ciously, more than he was likely to
get; but the fact that he did see
through her to that extent was at
once delightful and charming. She
swayed back into the shadow beyond
the dazzling line of light. She wanted
to escape his scrutiny, to be able to
look him over from a safe vantage-groun-

But he wouldn't have it. An
Instant he stood under the torrent of
white radiance, challenging her to see
what she could then followed her In-

to her retreat. "Shall we sit here?" he
said, and she found herself hopelessly

a pin," it stirred In her a vague re
a genial, a mad scintillation. The light ing at her. She had caught him off

his guard. He was looking across her
shoulder straight down the dim vista

sentment; and Involuntarily she held
him up to Harry. The comparisonof it caught like contagion, and

touched the merest giancer at him

Doll House Library.
A search for a child's short story,

"The Grlffla and the Minor Canon,"
in a volume all by itself revealed to a
persistent city shopper the thought
and money that are espended on the
furnishing of dolls' houses. Book
stores had not the story in a single
volume, but in a department store
one young woman interviewed had re-

cently been transferred from the toy
department and was able to contribute
a helpful hint

"I think," she said, "you can find it
in one of the dolls' houses downstairs."

Curiosity had by that time become
a sauce to literature, so the shopper
hurried downstairs to inspect the doll

showed him a little worn, a little bat of the room to the little blaze of borwith the spark of its warm, ironic
mirth. The question Which naturally tered, a little too perfunctory in man dering light. He was looking at Har

if Kerr looked sharp, Clara looked
sharper. She looked at Harry and
Harry was vexed.

"Who's Crew?" said Ella; and the
judge looked around on the silence.

"Why, bless my soul, isn't it Oh,
anyway, it will all be out
But I thought Harry'd told you. The
Chatworth ring wasn't Bessie's."

It had the effect of startling them
all apart, and then drawing them
closer together again around the table
over the uncorked bottles.

ry. No, Harry was looking at him

reverted to him on Chatworths
death."

"And Lord only knows," the Judge
broke In, "how It got shipped with
Bessie's property. Crew was out of
England at the time. He kept the
wires hot about it, and they nfanaged
to keep the fact of what the ring was
quiet but it got out when Pur-di- e

found it was gone. You see he
was showing it and without special

Harry was looking with a steady, an
ner; but his genial eyes, deep unaer
threatening brows, made Harry's eyes
seem to stare rather coldly; and the
fine form of his long, plain face, and

intent gaze, and Kerr meeting It it
might have been merely the blank

the sensitive line of his long, thin lips glare of his monocle seemed, to
made Harry's beauty look well, how cut off and isolated with the enemy. Flora, ' to meet it a little insolently,

She fancied in the Instant somethingShe couldn't withhold a little grudg "Why." Judge Buller went on, "this
ing pleasure In the sharpness with to pass between the two men, some
which he had turned her maneuver thing which, this time, she did not

houses. Three of the most expensive
houses contained libraries consisting
of a score of diminutive books and
each book contained a child's story
complete. One of them was "The
Griffin and the Minor Canon."

and the way It had detached them mistake for Jealousy a shade too dim

rose to Flora's lips "Who in the
world is that?" she checked; why,

ehe didn't ask herself. She only felt
as she followed Clara, trailing away
across the floor, that the interest of
the evening which had promised so
well, beginning with the Chatworth
ring, had been raised even a note
higher. Her restive fancy was begin-
ning again. All the footlights of her
little secret stage were up.

Clara turned to the right, following
a beckoning fan, and Flora, dallying
with her anticipation, reasoned that
now they must circle the room before
they should face him the Interesting
apparition. - It was a pilgrimage of
which he on the other side was per-

forming his half. Perfunctorily talk--

for defiance or suspicion, a deepfrom the surrounding crowd. For
scrutiny that struggled to place somethere, In the dusky center of the room,
thing, some one.it was as if they watched from safe

permission."
. (TO BE CONTINUED.)

Cling to Inherited Tongue.
After years of effort to spread the

English language, the home tongue
of the Hawaiian is his
aboriginal jargon. Exclusive of the
half-white-s in these islands there is
but one family that talks the English
language in its home. All the rest
are as true to their inherited tongue
as they are to their racial hue.

did it look? Hardly callous.
Thia mixed impression the two men

gave her was disconcerting. She was
all the more ready, to be wary of the
stranger. She had begun with him in
the way she did with every one in-

stinctively throwing out a breastwork
of conversation from behind which
she could observe the enemy. But
though he had blinked at it, he had
not taken her up, nor helped her out;
but tad merely stood with his head a
little canted forward, as if he watched
her through her defenses.

ring is a celebrated thing. It's the
'Crew Idol!'" He threw the name out
as if that in itself explained every-
thing, but the three women, at least
were blank.

"Why celebrated?" Clara objected.
"The stones were only sapphires."

Kerr smiled at the measure of

fame.
"Quite so," he nodded to her, "but

there are several sorts of value about
that ring. Its age, for one."

covert the res; of their party exposed Flora felt a sudden wish to break
in the glare of light; though not, as
Flora presently noted, quite escaping

that curious scrutiny. It had broken
her little moment, It had shattered
the personal, almost intimate noteobservation themselves. For an in
that had been sounded between them.stant Harry turned and peered toward

them with a look In his intentness
that struck Flora as something new in

The look Kerr turned back to her was
vague, and stirred in her a dim re-

sentment that he cculd drop it all so
lne from group to group, conscious

him and made her wonder if he could
be jealous. She turned tentatively to

A Fitting Design.
"I want an estimate on 10,000 letter

heads," said the professional-lookin- g

man with the silk hat.
"Any special design?" asked the en-

graver.
"Yes, sir," replied the caller. 'In

the upper left-han- d corner I want a
catchy cut of Patrick Henry making
his memorable speech, and in dis-

tinct letters, under the cut, his
words, 'Give me liberty or

give me death.' You see," he added,
handing a card to the engraver, "I'm
a divorce lawyer, and want some-

thing fitting." Lippincott's.

easily.
see if Kerr had noticed it, and sur Shall we join the others?" It was
prised his glance in a quick transi the voice with which she had begun

with him, but her eyes were hottion back to hers.
"By your leave," he said, and took through their light mist of lashes, and

he threw her a comprehending glanceaway her fan, which in his hand pres
of amusement.ently assumed such rhythmic motion

Oh, no," he assured her, "we can'tthat it ceased to be any more present
to her than a delicate c ".rent of air help ourselves. They are going to

join us."upon her face.
He was not, she felt sure, in spite Ella Buller, In the van of her pro

A New Version.
Lawyers have a peculiar system of

abbreviation, such words as trustees,
executors being cut down to trees,
exors, and admors. This practise led
tn an amusing slin on the part of a

cession, was already descending uponof his light manipulation of her fan.
a person who cared to please women,
but one of that devastating sort who

them. Her approach dissipated the
last remnant of their personal mo-

ment. Her presence always Insistedcare above everything to please them
that there was nothing worth whileselves, and who are skilful without

practice; too skilful, she feared, for
her defenses to hold out against if

but instant participation in her gen
iality, and whatever subject it might

solicitor, who, somewhat late In life,
abandoned his profession and entered
the church. A few Sundays after his
ordination he startled his congrega-

tion while reading the lesson by deliv-

ering one of the passages as follows:
"I see men as trustees walking."

he intended to find out what she real at the moment be taken up with. x ii- - u, mmThis conviction of Ella's had beenly thought. "Aren't we supposed to
be looking at the pictures?" she want wont to overawe Flora, and t still

overwhelmed her; so that now, as
she followed In the trail of Ella's

ed to know.- -

He turned his back on the wall and
marshaled force, she had a guilty feelits attendant glare, "Why pictures,'
ing, that there should be nothing inhe Inquired, "when there are live peo

More Likely.

It is said that the Nicaraguans
would rather fight than eat.

But don't jump at the conclusion
that this i an indication of great
courage.

It may mean poor cooking.

her mind but a normal desire for sup-

per.
ple to look at?Pictures for places where
they're all half dead. But here, where

Yet all the way down the greateven the damnable dust in the street
is alive, why should they paint, or
write, or sculpt, or do anything but
live?" His Irascible brows shot the
query at her.

Again the proposition of life what-
ever that was was held up before
her, and as ever she faltered in the
face of it "I suppose they do it
here," she murmured, with a vague
glance at the paintings around her,
"because people do it everywhere
else." '

His disparagement was almost
snarl. "That's the rotten part of it

stair, "the Corridors of Time," where
the white owl glared his glassy wis-

dom on the passings and counter-passing-

she was haunted with the
thought that Harry had seen the ex-

traordinary Kerr before; not shaken
hands with him, perhaps perhaps not
even heard his name; but somewhere,
across some distance, once glimpsed
him, and had never quite shaken the
memory from his mind. For there
was something marked, notable, unfor-getabl- e

In that lean distinctiveness.
Against the sleek form of the men
they met and shook hands with, he
flashed out seemed in contrast fairly
electric. She saw him, just ahetid of

her where the crowd was thickening
in the door of the supper room, mak-

ing way for Clara through the press
with that exasperating solicitude of

his that waft half ironic.
The iroom, hot, polished, flaring re-

flections of electric lights from its
glistening floor, announced itself t&e

heart of high fasUvity, through the
midst of which their entrance made
an added fipple. The flushed faces

because they do It everywhere else
As if there wasn't enough monotony
in the world already without every
chap trying to be like the next instead

Summer
Comfort

There's solid satisfac-
tion and delightful re-

freshment in a glass of

Iced
Postum

Served with Sugar and
a little Lemon.

Postum contains the
natural food elements of

field grains and is really

of being himself!'' ;

"But if you have to be what people
expect?" ". ft

"People don't want what they ex
pect if you care for that" He waved
It away with his quick white band.

"But you have to care, unless you
want to be queer," Her poor little se
cret was out before she knew, and he
looked at It, laughing Immoderately,

"Even If He Is a Thief!"of the women under their flowan. un- -jet somehow delightfully."Who in the. World la That?"

to you. There will be no drudgery in

Square Pegs in Square Holeseverybody Is able to do Impossibili-

ties." ,: V.'
It

You will go to your tusk with de-

light and leave It with regret.
Life will be a glory, not a grind.

Success Magazine.

a food drink that relieves
fatigue and quenches the
thirst.

Pure, Wholesome, Delicious

"There's a Reason"

However, to make sure, he rubbed out
all the marks of approval, and then he
lent the . book to others of his ac-

quaintances and friends, telling them
at the same time to put some mark on
each story they disapproved of..; A

short "time elapsed before the book
was returned again, and to the schol-

ar's greater surprise than before, each
story was marked with some sign of
disapproval. The scholar, seeing bow
events turned tn this world, said to
himself: "Let no man try to please
everybody, Cor he who can please

' ' Cant Fool the Beggar.,
"You can't fool a begga with bad

- The 8oholar and the Critics.

A certain scholar once wrote a large

volume of fables and allegories with a

view to publication. When he had

finished the compilation to his satis-- ,

faction, he lent the manuscript book

io a number of his friends, telling

them to put a mark of approval
against any tale which happened to

strike their fancies. A short time
afterwards the book was returned to

him, and, strange to say, all. the

stories were marked. This made him

conclude that they were all good.

nurse, or a nouseKeeper; uecause
whatever your- - occupation or profess
sion you will be an artist Instead of

an artisan. ' '

You will not apologize because you

are not this or that, because you will

have found your place and will be
'

Batls3ed. " - '.

You will feel yourself growing In
your, work, and your life broadening
aud deepening. "

Your word wU be a perpetual tonic

You will be happy In your wor.i
contented. Joyous, cheerful, energetic.

The days will be all too short for
you. Dinner time and closing time
will come before you realize it.

All, your faculties will give your
consent to your work, will say "amen"
to your occupation. .There will be no

t rotes', anywhere in your nature.
You will not feel you are wasting

your time because you are "only" a
blacksmith, or a shoemaker, or a

Cottonseed Meal Bread. '

Bread made of cottonseed meal is
ope of the unusual, things which was
seen exhibited hero-i- a local hotel,
the specimen having been sent by a
Texas cottonseed oil mill, man, who
says the bread Is to be used exten-

sively in his state. The taste of the
stuff Is as good, as a piece of graham
bread. Vlcksburg Correspondent New
Orleaaa Times Democrat.

money," says the Phllosoptnr of Fol-

ly.' "The deaf and dumb beggar rings
it to see It it has the right sound, and POSTCM CEREAL CO., Ltd,

Battle Creek, Mien.the blind beggar looks tor the mint
mark." Cleveland Leader.


